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Tue day of America’s retribution has come 
—our ill fated, misguided, corrupted country 
must now take the consequences of both its 
political and moral depravity. Heaven has, 
thus far, disposed those against whom we de- 
clared war, to distribute the effects of their 
just resentment,in a considerable measure, ac- 
cording to the disposition of different sections 
of the country, in favour or against assailing 
them. Would to God it were in the nature of 
things that this principle could be carried into 
effect, on a scale of perfect discrimination, 
and the innocent not suffer with the guilty ; 
but this is impossible, and we must submit to 
our fate. 

Still itis just and proper that we should 
keep our eyes upon our domestick foes, and 
not suffer ourselves to forget the authors of 
our calamities. As they have the audacity to 
continue their insolent and abusive language 
—as they still are pouring out their invectives 
upon those, who had no part in bringing these 
sufferings upon the nation, let them know that 
though we must suffer with them, we are not 
to be duped out of our senses, and made to 
consider ourselves exposed to the horrors of 
war, by an offensive disposition in the British, 
who have only come at last to defend their 
colonies. If any man’s vessel is burnt, let 
him remember that the democrats of his town 
who have voted for war men, have subjected 
him to this loss. If any man’s house is de- 
stroyed, let him reproach his neighbour demo- 
crats with this misfortune, for their votes 
brought it upon him. If our towns are attack- 
ed, in the name of justice, let us take good 
care, while we expose our lives in their de- 
fence, that those who have been most active 
for war, and who still continue to insult and 
fire the resentment of the enemy, are placed 
in the front rank. They will be skulking 
from danger ; let us at least make them firht 
by our sides, or legally gibbet them as traitors. 
When we hear of devastation on our coasts, 
let us turn to the advocate of war, and thunder 
in his guilty ecars,—“*You, sir, have done 
this.” 

In the mean time, it is the duty of all of us 
to examine ourselves, and sce whether we fee} 
perfectly justified, in the part we have per- 
formed. Have we not omitted some effort we 
might have made, to avert this misery ? Have 
we not, from timidity, or some latent partiality 
to those delusive principles which our rulers 
have professed, given scope to their machina- 
tions, which an honest, manly, enlightened pat- 
rlotism might have checked ? If we feel the 
sings of compunction, and I know not who 
can conscientiously say, he has ever done his 
utmost, for his country, let us now determine 
to be just and fear not. It is still a time for 
exertion, to disseminate the truth among the 
uninformed—io silence the false clamours, 
which were circulated to pave the way for 
War ;—to render it popular, after the ruinous 
step was taken—and now to inflame the pub- 
lick mind, with a blind rage for continuing it, 
as the common cause of an injured country, 
when it is, in fact, but the infamous plot of a 
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faction, who “ owe their greatness to their 
country’s ruin.” 

Are there any who say it is not a time to 
insist on our government’s abandoning its 
ground, when ministers are employed in ne- 
gotiation ? Shall we never be cured of the 
folly of supposing the British cabinet a nursery 
of babies, who are to be frightened by terrifick 
masks and goblin stories? They will never 
concede an inch of the ground Mr. Madison 
assumed ; and a pretence on our part te ex- 
pect it, if it produce any effect, will tend to 
provoke them to higher requisitions. Happily, 
as yet, we have no grounds to suppose they 
will require any sacrifice from our country, 
though our ruders must succomb. Their cause, 
thank heaven, is not the nation’s. 

To protest with honest indignation against 
the war and its pretences, will never make a 
British admiral imagine we will net defend our 
houses and families, if it become a ,question to 
abandon them or fight ; but, on the other band, 
it may qualify, at least locally, the asperity of 
that resentment, which an unprovoked war has 
incurred. This, however, we would not urge, 
as the most important consideration. We firm- 
ly believe, if Mr. Madison can drive the coun- 
try to make common eause with him and his 
minions, he will still avoid peace. He knows 
that the British will not attempt to conquer 
the United States, and that if the people ad- 
here to him, he may still be a President for 
years, though the fairest part of the republick 
be laid in ashes. He must be abandoned by 
the people, or his best hepes will prompt him 
to protract the conflict, and ride upon the 
storm. 


CORRECT PRINCIPLES DO NOT CHANGE. 
CIRCUMSTANCES. 


VITH 


Ir has ever been the firm determination of | 


the editor of this paper, for the twelve years 


he has been engaged in the publick discussion of 


uaderthe circumstances that have occurred, as 
he would maintain in any other—to have but 
one language, on every subject, whether act- 
ing with a majority, or in opposition. In this 
respect, he can now look back with satisfac- 
tion on every page he has written. 

We have cautiously guarded against falling 


they pressed or were enormous—for the pub- 
lick ought to be habituated not abstractedly 


to indulge an odium against taxes, but to in- | 
quire for what purpose they are required, and | 


how are they expended. 
a temporary advantage to our party might be 
derived from such a course ; but we are as 
well aware, that it would only confirm preju- 
dices, Which are naturally strong enough, and 
which might some time, not far distant, prove 
an obstacle to the operations of a virtuous and 
wise government. It is certain that whatever 
administration succeeds this war, (if the war 
do not put an end to the federal government,) 
it must levy enormous taxes, to discharge the 
expeuses Our present rulers have weurred, to 
enrich its partisans ; those taxes must then be 
aid, though now kept out of sight by ioans ; 
(and the usual reluctance of the people to 
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empty their pockets will be played off, in ex- 
citing insurrections, to supplant good men by 
bad, or bad by worse. 

At the request of a correspondent, we have 
inserted in the last page of this number, a pa- 
per describing the horrors of war. The de- 
scription is just ; but though war is one of 
heaven’s severest scourges, ranked by inspira- 
tion itself. with pestilence and famine, we 
would not countenance the doctrine that it is 
an evil never to be encountered. It is some- 
times inevitable ; it is sometimes just and ex- 
pedient, when it might be avoided. War is 
not to be regarded with abhorrence,though its 
attendants are appalling, but when it is waged 
from wicked passions or unfounded pretexts. 
When a tyrant invades to enslave, or when im- 
portant national rights are outraged, then, dul- 
ce et decorum est pro patria mori—the life 
and services of every individual become the 
preperty of the community, and where there 
is a prospect of success, should be freely used 
and as freely yielded. 

We have been once engaged in a wat, 
when we could confidently look to heaven for 
a blessing on our good cause and our arms. 
The names of those,whe endured and survived 
the contest, are venerated by an emancipated 
nation ; the names of those, who fell, are held 
in grateful recollection. But now we are en- 
gaged ina war, originating in the basest 0% 
selfish motives, totally aggressive in its nature, 
conducted by folly and profligacy—experien- 
cing the frowns of heaven, in every step-—and 
exposing us to the «gusure and scorn of the 
world. The distress, devastation, and carnage 
which are now begun, deserve solemn consid- 
eration, and above all, from those to whom 
our country is indebted for its disastrous situ- 
ation—men who are accountable at the bar of 
eternal justice for every drup of blood—every 
sigh, and every pang of sorrow, which will re- 
sult from this wicked conflict. 


THE PRESENT OBJECT OF THE WAR. 


A writer in the government paper, at 
Washingion, states very seriously, that the 
dispute between Great Britain and the United 
States does not relate to frincifles, but has 
become a question of faysical force. We 


| looked for some editorial qualification of this 
a { \ | position, but could find none, and therefore 
into Inveclives against taxes, merely because | 


think it entitled to serious consideration. 

If it has become merely a question of force, 
why the absurd farce of sending five ministers 
10 Hurope to negotiate? Ifthe war is but a 
cyimnaustick tragedy, to ascertain whether 
Great Britain or the Unned States is the 
strongest, éhaé cannot be determined at Ghent, 
but on the shores and frontiers of our own ter- 
ritory. Jt isa pitched battle between fifteen 
millions of people on one side, and seven mill- 


' jons on the other—between a thousand vessels 


of war, and thirty. If this be true, nothing is 
to be hoped from the arrival of despatches 
from our ministers. The forces of the two 
countries are puttiug themselves in array, and 
it seems must fiyht, whether the old questions 
of right and reason can be accommodated, by 
diplomatists, or not. 

Whether this be the deliberate sentiment 
ofthe government, we do Los pretend to Say. 
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It is the concession of one of their partisans, 
and serves to corroborate what we have ever 
maintained, that the points alleged, as causes 
of way are deemed of very little consequence, 
or are wholly delusive. 


Tue Editor of the New York Evening Post, 
in a very able paper has exposed the disgust- 
ing absurdity of the principle, on which Mr. 
Madison began his professed “ retaliation” on 
the British, with respect to prisoners ; and 
has demonstrated the whole scene of impos- 
ture, by which he has attempted to conceal, 
from the American nation, Azs disgraceful re- 
treat from his ground. Mr. Coleman's re- 
marks, on this subject, we are happy to see, 
dre circulating through the most respectable 
newspapers in the Union. 
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GENERAL REGISTER. 
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DOMESTICK. We are happy to learn, 
that the damage. sustained by the inhabitants 
of Stonington, from the recent attack on that 
place, amounts to but 3,500 dollars,as reported 

a committee appointed for that purpose. 

The official accounts on both sides, of the 
battle at Bridgewater, near Niagara falls, on 
the 25th of July, are now before the publick. 
They state the losses respectively as follows. 
Killed, American 117—British 84. Wounded, 
American 572—British, 552. Missing and 
Prisoners, American 117—British 235. 

After the above battle, the Amcrican troops 
remained quietly posted at Fort Ene, until the 
morning of the i5th instant, when they were 
attacked by General Drummond, who was re- 
pulsed after sustaining a severe loss, princi- 
pally, as is reported, by the accidental explo- 
sion of the magazine, in old Fort Eric, while 
in possession of the British. The following 
outline of the result is official. 

anlar oat cd We a 

Dear Srr—My heart is gladdened with 
gratitude to Heaven and _joy to my country, 
to have it in my power to inform you, that the 
gallant army under my command has this 
morning beaten the enemy commanded by Lt. 
Gen. Drummond, after a severe conflict of 
three hours, commencing at two o’clock, A. M. 
They attacked us on each flank—got posses- 
sion of the salient bastion of the old Fort Erie, 
which was regained at the point of the bayo- 
net with a dreadful slaughter. The enemy’s 
loss in killed and prisoners is about 600 ; near 
300 killed. Our loss is considerable, but I 
think not one tenth as great as that of the en- 
emy. I will not detain the express to give 
you the particulars. I am preparing my force 
to follow the blow. 

With great respect and esteem, your obe- 
dient servant, 

EDWARD PENDLETON GAINES 
Brig. Gen. Com’g. 





Hon. John Armstrong, Secretary at War. 


Admiral Cochrane has, at last, certainly ar- 
rived in the Chesapeake, with a reinforcement, 
stated to consist of between forty and fifty ves- 
sels. They proceeded immediately up the 
bay ; a part have ascended the Potomack to- 
wards Washington city, and a part up the Pa- 
tuxent, where lies Commodore Barney’s flo- 
tilla. Washington, and all the country inthat 
vicinity. is in the utmost consternation, ex- 
pecting an attack on Washington,and perhaps 
other cities of much greater importance. 

The whole British military force in that 
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4 to 8,000 are reported to have already land- 
ed, on the Patuxent, but 30 miles from Wash- 
ington. The militia were rapidly collecting 
in and near that city—to the number, as bas 
been conjectured, of 16,00). We presume 
this is considerably overrated ; and from all 
we can learn of the preparations of defence, if 
the possession of the Capital is the object of 
the British, their success is not improbable- 

Capt. Porter, with 30 seamen, has gone on 
from New York, to join the forces at Wash- 
ington. 

A large body of Pennsylvania militia is like- 
wise said to be under marching orders. Gen 
Winder’s regular force is but about 1000. 


To Correspondents. 
We have recetved a transiation from Taxocnites. 


addressed to ** Tur Waiter ;” butas the author of 


the numbers under that title is unknown to the editor 
of this paper, it cannot be communicated. 

We should be happy to hear again fhom “ Myrna,” 
We have on hand a great number of poetical commu- 
nications, and regret to find that they generally want 
that merit, which we should expect, in the metropel's. 


= 
LITERARY AND MISCELLANEOUS. 


FOR THE BOSTON SPECTATOR, 


Tat life abounds with pains and sorrows is 
admitted by every class of society. Nota few 
make it an occasion of murmuring at the cis- 
pensations of Providence, and impeaching the 
goodness of the Creator, 

“ Call imperfection what they fancy such.” 


The existence of inevitable, natural evils, is 
certainly one of the most difficult subjects that 
has ever baffled the powers of the human un- 
derstanding, and I confess it is a stumbling 
block, which I have never seen satisfaciorily 
removed. There are, however, such irresisti- 
ble proofs of unbounded power, wisdom, and 
goodness, in what we understand of the divine 
economy, it would rather evince am arrogant 
weakness, than a commendable spirit of phi- 
losophy, to censure what we cannot compre- 
hend. We perhaps know both the beginning 
and end of no one thinge—how then shall we 
presume to offer a decision, whic! should be 
founded on a perfect knowledge of.things in 
all their relations. Compared with inferior 
orders of being, we may, and we have good 
reason to, rejoice in our powers—yet, though 
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we cannot form comparisons with the myriads | 


of beings, whom reasoning analogically, we 


may suppose to rank above us, yet on an ex- | 


amination of the limited reach of our own 
minds, we shall be soon taught a Iesson of hu- 
mility. What does the profoundest sage com- 
pletely understand? I might make a list of 
every thing around us, and defy the utmost 
scope of reason to account for the ordinary 
phenomena, which are subject to our constant 
observation. We are perplexed even hy the 
operations of our own minds. This will be 
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more striking, by adducing a familiar instance. | 


Are we free in our choice of action, or do we 
act from necessity’ ‘his question, a super- 
ficial thinker would boidly answer, at once ; 
but the ablest metaphysicians are divided on 
the subject—and will probably never agree. 
Shall such minds sit in judgment on the plans 
of him, who formed and supports the universe? 

But of the evils we expericnce, a very small 
portion are of this description ; they are prin- 
cipally of a moral nature, and brought upon 
us, either by our own misconduct or the mis- 
conduct of others. Of the former. we cannot 
in justice complain—we cannot arraign the 
benevolence of Deity, nor criminate mankind 


quarter, is estimated at 12,000 ; of these from | for the consequences of our own folly or per- 






verseness. If the premature old age of the 
profligate becomes a scene of torture, it is of 
his own preparing. The poverty and mise 
of the spendthrift and indolent are curses of 
their own choice. Our own imprudence, Pas- 
sion, and negligence bring with them a trai) 
of minor ills, with which our existence j, 
strewed, to which may be attributed most of 
the deductions from felicity, which mark oy, 
carecr through life. 

But is not moral evil, where the innocent 
are the victims of others’ crimes,as difficult to 
be reconciled to infinite goodness, as that 
which is purely physical? I can cnly answer 
this by asking—are you dissatisfied with bu- 
man freedom? Free agency—accountability— 
virtue—vicc—rewards and punishments—all 
these must be done away, or the possibility of 
cruelty, tyranny,every species of violence and 
wrong must be admitted. If it be consistent, 
that a perfectly benevclent being should make 
a free agent, and surely there is nothing re- 
volting ins this, then it must be consistent with 
his character to admit the consequences of 
that free agency. I believe this reasoning 
correct, and as the subject is one of solemn 
importance, it deserves serious consideration. 

1 have often thought it strange and not ease 
ly to be accounted for, considering the uni- 
versal complaint that life abounds with ills, 
that the passion to increase their number 
should be so general. I donot meun the great 
calamities, which only a few exalted villains 
can inflict; but the painful sensations, the dis- 
appointments, and mortifications, which are 
daily produced, in the common intercourse of 
society, from a mere wanton propensity to out- 
rage the sensibility of those around us. There 
can be no doubt but that the truly berevolent 
mind is, of all, the most happy—that a desire 
to increase the felicity of our fellow cre.stures 
gives to the possessor a pleasure equal to that 
it confers. This source of satisfaction is ac- 
cessible to all—but instead of cultivating it 
with that fondness, which it would seem even 
a rational self-love would inspire, and which 
both genuine politeness and religion inculcate, 
we see few who do not sometimes indulve a 
propensity 10 give unnecessary pain, and some. 
to whom it appears to be a predominant objcet 

“ Now it is true,” says an amiable writer 
“that every degree of benevolence is a pleas- 
ure, and that sorrow ltself, when arising ff 
thence, is accompanied witha secret satisfac 
tion ; and that every emotion of envy and ha 
tred is attended with pain: our happiness 
then must be more complete end durable, in 
proportion as our manner of ile tends to in- 
spire us with scotiments of jove.and benevoe- 
lence, and to remove those of hatred and i!! 
will, The life of the just and benevolent man 
is one continued act of complacency, and all 
the objects presented to him will be agreea- 
ble. All the emotions of his heart are so ma- 
ny pleasures. Such we may presume to be 
the state of those who are placed in the re- 
gions of bliss. They are continually employ- 
ed in the exercise of benevolence ; this was 
their delight here on earth, and even then 
began to yield them a recompcuse for their 
virtue.” 


from 


COMMENCEMENT. 

Next Wednesday is the anniversary of 
Commencement at Harvard University. On 
this occasion the rabble usually attend for rey- 
elry and sport—many of the fashionable proba- 
bly for fashion’s sake ; but the learned, the cu- 
rious, and the reflectin:, for the satisfaction of 
Witnessing the growing merits of an institution 
to which this part of the country is principally 
indebted, for its respectable rank in literature, 
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morals and politicks, as well as for the con- 
stant supply of enlightened instructers in reli- 
gion. We trust the youth, by a clear, dis- 


tinct enunciation, will enable those who feel | 


jnterested in the exercises, to enjoy them ; a 
failure in this respect is frequently a cause of 
general regret. 


THE WRITER, No. XVI. 


Wuewn I was a young man, I had two beau- 
tiful female cousins, who were very intimate 
and very fond of each other, and yet they dif- 
fered very much in their tastes and disposi- 
tions. 
in my description, I shall call them by the 
fictitious names of Cornelia and Livia. Cor- 
nelia was always endeavouring to adorn ber 
mind, Livia her person ; of course, if you 
found Cornelia alone, you were sure to catch 
her with a book in her hand ; if you sought 
for Livia, she was as constantly found cocking 
her bonnet, shifting a ribbon, or contriving 
some kind of new ornament to deck her per- 
son, and set off her pretty face to greater ad- 
vantage. Cornelia had no sort of taste or 
desire for gewgaws ; a brilliant necklace, or 
a pair of ear-rings, had no charms for her, un- 
less it was that she might give them to some- 
body who had a greater fancy for them, and 
thus afford pleasure to some of her friends. 
The trinkets and ornaments, therefore, which 
came into her possession, were generally giv- 
en to Livia, and she seemed to take as much 
pleasure in dressing out her fair cousin, as 
the most of young ladies discover in dressing 
themselves 

What she thought of her own person, no- 
body I believe ever knew, but we all knew 
that she thought her cousin Livia handsome ; 
and although she was so carcless of dress and 
appearance herself, she always took delight in 
secing fine clothes and fine ornaments bestow- 
ed on Livia. 

These two young ladies lived in great har- 
mony, for there was nothing that might inter- 
rupt it; they were both gogd-natured, and 
there was 10 rivalship. Livia was always dres- 
sed the finest, and Cornelia, instead of envying 


Ss 
her fair companion, took great pleasure in 


To distinguish, without betraying them | 
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seeing her so gay and so happy ; in fact, she | 


loved her, and thought every body else ought 
to, for taking so much pains to Please them. 

I shall pursue the comparison no farther 
but as time has long since separated these la- 
dies from their youthful sports and intimacy, 
I shall also separate their stories ; and contin- 
ue that of Livia in the present number, whilst 
IT reserve a further account of her cousin Cor- 
nelia for future entertainment. 

The parents of Livia, indulgent to the in- 
clinations of their daughter, ana proud of the 
prospect of her celebrity, gave her what is 
calicd a polite education, and enconiaged her 
disposition and desire to be a fine lady. 
was taught musick in despite of nature. 
she had no ear ; and painting, althouyrh 
could never rightly 
light and shade. 


She 
for 
Diit 
understand the effect of 
Ac dancis 


mz SHE was an ant 


scholar; but. with all the reputation of“ learn. | 


ine French,” she was never able to remember 
the proper application of the niascul! 


feminine articles. She went thioueh these 
studies however, in course, and her 3 ; 
flattered her and the old folks. that she ex 


led in them all. With these ady * 
la came ont at sixteen. what the wor Ns 


“a very accomplished young kdy ; 

could play a tune on the piino, point a ilow- 
er, and repeat a number of complimentary 
French phrases. She was always in fashion, 


‘and generally in the extreme of it ; if it was 


BOSTON SPECTATOR. 


the rage to wear the hat a little on one side, 
her’s was sure to be brought down to the low- 
er part of her face ; if bare necks was the 
mode, she would not only shew a very hand- 
some one, but take care to add to the display, 
some portion of her snowy bosom. It was the 
wisdom of those times to conceal that uncome- 
ly part of the arm above the elbow, but the 
delicate taper, and beautiful contour from 
thence to the wrist, were allowed to be uncoy- 
ered, and Livia not only possessed these beau- 
ties and advantages in a superior degree, but 
also knew how to set them off with a most 
magical effect. 

Thus accomplished and thus skilled to cap- 
tivate, no wonder Livia was surrounded by 
admirers, and became the idol of all the young 
fellows of fashion about the Town. In short, 
she was celebrated as a belle, to the great joy 
of her parents, who were not a little proud of 
her being so, nor of the pains they had taken 
to make her one ; as such, she was every 
where known, and although her name was 
never mentioned but with rapture, yct it was 
mentioned so often, that it almost became a 
bye word, and every saucy beau would have 
some fine things to say of Livia, even in a cof- 
fee-house or tavern, and boast of her acquaint- 
ance amongst companions, and in publick pla- 
ces, where it would have been very much 
against her reputation to be seen. When she 
walked down Cornhill, there was always a 
knot of eager gazers on the opposite side of 
the strect, to watch and admire her; and al- 
though she sometimes affected to complain at 
their saucy stare, yet it was piain she consid- 
ered it as a kind of homage or adoration which 
was due to her, and therefore it did not, in re- 
ality, put her very much out of temper. 

With so many admirers and gallants, Livia 
had only to follow the dictates of her fluttering 
young heart In making choice of a husband. 
She was married at eighteen, and as she was 
a fashionabic belle herself, she chose a man 
vf the like accomplishments, and gave her 
hand to a dashing beau. 

Seldom had a more dazzling couple ex- 
changed their vows before the altar. But a 
new scene was now to open before them ; du- 
ties and obligations had devolved upon each, 
which neither knew very well how to perform. 
Livia’s education and accomplishments had 


‘been chiefly calculated to obtain a husband, 


, the street, to learn the 


but unfortunately she had none of the qualifi- 
cations necessary for a wife or a mother. 
During a single life, pleasure may be sought 
for any where, but in the married state, if 
she is not found at home, it will be an unprof- 
itable search to go abroad in quest of her. 
Livia however has no domestick comforts. 
She hates the trouble of children, and takes 
no pride in seeing her’s look better than her 
neighbour’s, so that they generally look a 
great deal worse. Retaining all her former 
passion for dress and ornaments, she spends 
the most of her time in embellishing her own 
person, and therefore has little or none to 
spare for her children. Thus neglected and 
almost forsaken, no wonder they are ragged 
and dirty, whilst their mamma is receiving 
compiny in fine lace and muslin. They are 
also bold and saucy ; for being turned into 
world, and rid their 


mother of their noise and trouble, they con- 


tract evil and vulgar habits as well as dirty 
hands and dirty faces. Ail her family con- 
cerns are equally neglected ; she feels no 
reverence for the Household Gods She has 
bo @conomy in her affairs ; she bas none of 
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that systematick -regularity_aud nice arrange- | 
ment, wha 
and she 


h makes fome the most convenent ; 
Is not susceptible of those quiet 
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pleasures and fireside enjoyments, which should 
make it, of all places, the most pleasant and 
most desirable. In a well regulated family, 
even the servants should not be neglected ; 
but here they are left to sleep on flock-beds 
or on the floor, and are put in some miserable 
corner of the house, where the eye of the 
mistress never sees their situation, and,wheth- 
er in sickness or in health, she feels no solic- 
itude for their comfort or accommodation. 

It cannot be expected that much happiness 
is enjoyed in a scene like this, and the hus- 
band of Livia is constrained to acknowledge, 
although he is proud of his handsome wife, 
that it would have been more for his family 
comforts and his children’s benefit, had her 
mind been more improved, and had she been 
trained up in habits of industry and domestick 
virtues. 


, HISTORICAL COLLECTIONS. 


“ Tue attention of the publick is invited, and 
the patronage of the liberal is solicited to the 
publications of the Massachusetts Historical 
Society, which, excluding political and theo- 
logical controversy, are devoted to the civil, 
natural, and ecclesiastical history of America, 
particularly of New England. One important 
object is the multiplication of copies of rare 
and curious ancient documents, both in manu- 
script and print, for the use of the future histo- 
rian and biographer. It is also a repository for 
topographical descriptions of the country, and 
biographical memoirs of our most distinguish- 
ed worthies ; and various similar articles, for 
the gratification of the antiquarian as well as of 
the general reader. * The Society have on hand 
abundant materials, and if their pecuniary 
means were adequate, would publish a volume 
annually. It is not expected, nor particularly 
desired, to derive any profit from the work. 
Such a sal@ only is wanted, as shall, with the 
assessment on the members of the Society, in- 
de sy them for the actual expenses of the 
Dae Ation. It is believed to be a work pecu- 
liarly adapted to the Social Libraries, which 
are now generally established among us ; and 
those interested in them are respectfully desir- 
ed to examine it, and see if it be not well wor- 
thy of a place in the libraries of the several 
towns in the commonwealth. 

The first series, consisting of ten volumes, 
was commenced in 1792,° and closed in 1809. 
It is enriched, among other valuable articles, 
with many from the pens of Beirxnap and Ex- 
r0oT, the founders of the Society—names, which, 
while they are the pride of our country, must 
secure immortality to any literary work, with 
which they are connected. The latter was by 
fur the largest original contributor to the form- 
er series. Of the deceased, of whom alone it 
is judged proper to speak, Lincotn and Sut- 
L:vAn also furnished several valuable articles. 
The tenth volume contains a most minute and 
accurate index and chronological table. Two 
of the volumes are out of print; but the So- 
ciety propose to reprint them, if a subscription 
can be obtained, sufficient to defray the ex- 
pense. The volumes contain from 290 to 300 
pages, 8vo. and are sold at the very moderte 
price of Gi, 50 each Si5 the set, In bds Any 
single volume may be had on application to 
James SavaGe, Esq. the librarian, or of the 
printer, No. 5, Court Street, where subscrip- 
tions ave received, and eight volumes of the 
series will be delivered, with an obligation to 
furnish the two deficient volumes, when reprint- 
ed. As soon as fifty sets are subscribed for, 
the republication wiil commence, and the de- 
ficient volumes may be expected at intervals of 
two mouths.” 
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babe! THE EDITOR OF THE BOSTON SPECTATOR. 
Sir, 

ON perusing a small volume the other 
day, Th? following remarks forcibly attracted 
my attention ; and as I presume they may be 
read to profit by some “ men, who delight in 
War,” I would thank you to give them a place 
in the “ Spectator.” Yours, 

A SUBSCRIBER. 


ON WAR. 


In puzzles the faculties to conjecture what 
can influence the ruling men of some nations 
to delight tm war;.there appears in it a charm 
that compensgics the toil and pain of ail its 
vetaries ; .the teats of humanity are unheeded, 
the shrieks of distress are unheard, the wid- 
owed mother, and her orphan children are un- 
pitied, and the sweet voice of peace is over- 
powered by the shouts of conquest and the 
yell of murder! 

. Were such men to reflect, that when the 
Demon of War gives the signal for battle, and 
is brandishing his bloody sword, he leads 
his fierce hirelings to the slaughter of unof- 


- fending men, who are, perhaps, without any 


Motives of resentment or desire of revenge : 
And could we survey the soldier writhing with 
hiswounds, his mangled face besmeared with 
gore ; could his groans be heard when he 
breathed his last ; did we behold insatiated 
slaughter still stalking over the ensanguined 
field, thirsting for Dire victims to glut his 
rage, should we not involuntarily exclaim :-— 
* Great God ! why dost thou suffer such horri- 
ble calamity, such dreadful desolation? Is it 
pom that all men wete created by thy 

and, that thus by savage fury mankind des- 


troy their fellow men, the noblest of thy 


works ?’ But the ways of Heaven are unsearch- 
abic, and finite beings, limitea in understand- 
ing—the slaves of passion, the bigats of opin- 
ioh, of pride, avarice, and ambition, cannor 
presume to question the plans of that Provi- 
dence whose power is omnipetént—whose 
wisdom is unerring—whose decrees are un- 
changeable. Yet our feelings for suffering 
humanity cannot, nor ought they to be sup- 
pressed. 

It is the duty of every man, as far as the 
sphere of his influence reaches, to eradicate 
such sentiments from the mind, to convince 
the understanding that war is repugnant to 
the precepts of our religion ; that it is a viola- 
tion of the jaw of nature ; that if we consult 
our feelings, we shall find them invariably re- 
volt at the sea of death. 

Who does not feel the painful sensation of 
curdling blood at even crushing to death an 
insect, ora reptile? And should the image 
of the Deity then be so wantonly, so profuse- 
ty destroyed ’—unnatural thought !—Already 
have too many thousands of men been sacrific- 
ed at this demon’s shrine ! What cun atone 
for the distracting egitation of that man’s 
mind, who is torn from the soft bosom of do- 
mestick joys, from those dear native scenes 
where ali around was melody and peace ? 


What compensation can thousands of families 


receive for all those hardships they are oblig- 
ed to suffer in those receptacles of poverty, 
the manufacturing workhouses ? Trade being 
suspended, the pillars of their famflies have 
been necessitated to join the legions of their 
country; and perhaps forced forever, by the 
noxious climate, or the destroying sword, from 
the sight of those for whom they toiled, and 
from whom they received reciprocal, and en- 
dearing affection. 
‘From the lowly cottage, the sweet and sim- 
strain of cheerful industry is seldom heard. 
| h’s sportive, chubby children, playing a- 
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round the door, or swelling the chorus of their | 
mother’s song, are now, sad reverse ! working in 
a pent-up room, immured from freedom, and, 
alas ! too often disciplined for trivial faults, 
inseparable from youth, not with the just and 
lenient hand ofa parent, but by the savage and 
oppressive hands of ignorance and_ passion. 
Paleness and dejection now sit upon the mat- 
ron’s cheeks, where roseate hues of health 
once glowed, and which were once animated 
with liberty and joy. 

Were those, who are ambitious of their 
country’s renown, one moment to reflect that it 
must be purchased by thé sufferings and the 
death of thousands; were they to picture to 
themselves what hardships (even if life is spar- 
ed) soldiers experience, they would not so 
unhesitatingly be the advocates for wars. 

Those who are housed from the inclemen- 
cies of the weather, remote from danger, un- 
harassed by fatigue, may, without fear, fight 
their woundless battles ; but they know not 
the anguish of those men, whose bosoms are 
exposed to the severity of every storm, who 
often stand, half immersed in water, shivering 
in the trenches, sometimes forced to lie down 
on the cold ground, when exhausted nature | 
urges them to sleep, whilst the noble cits are | 
reposing in soft luxuriance on their downy 
beds. 

Toa reflecting mind it fs particularly as- 
tonishing, that when men are conversing on 
this general topick with animation, they can 
forget the associated ideas of carnage and des- 
truction. What exultation sparkles in the 
eyes when victory is announced! A _ health 
to the brave conqueror is vociferated—the 
cannon’s thundering voice resounds—the streets 
glow with brilliant illuminatiéns—shouts of 
joy disturb the severity of night. Poor, 
thoughtless beings ! instead of exhibiting tuk- 
ens of such extravagant joy, rather run, if ye 
are patriots indeed, ald pour the balm of ease 
into the bosom ef those groaning with anguish. 

Boston, 12th August, 18:4. 


SERIOUS ANECDOTE. 


Tue following anecdote of a British sailor is 
related in “ Spilsbury’s Picturesque Scenery 
in the Holy Land and Syria ;” an amusing 
and interesting work published by the sur. 
geon who served on board his majesty’s 
ship Le Tigre during the campaign of 1799 
and 1800. 

“ Danret Bryan was an old seaman of 
Sir Sidney Smith’s ship Le Tigre: he had 
made many repeated applications to be employ- 
ed on shore during the siege of Acre ; but 
being elderly and rather deaf, his request was 
net acceded to. At the first storming of the 
Beach, one of the French generals fell; the 
Turks struck off the head, stripped and man- 
gled the body, and left it a prey to the dogs. 
Dan frequently asked his messmates, when 
they returned from the shore, why they had 
not buried him ; but the only reply he receiy- 
ed was, go and do it yourself. He staid he 
would ; and having at length obtained leave to 
go and see the town, he went ashore with the 
surgeon. He provided a pick-axe, shovel, and 
rope ; and insisted to be let down from an 
embrazure, close to the beach. Some of his 
more juvenile companions offered to” attend 
him: he replied, “ you are too young to be 
shot yet ; as for me, I am old and deaf, and 
my loss would be no great matter.” In the 
midst of the firing he was lowered down, and 
his first difficulty, not a very trivial one, was to 
drive away the dogs. The French then level- 
led their pieces at hi but a French officer 
perceiving his intention, was seen to throw 
himself across the ranks. A dead solemn si- 


lence prevailed ; and the worthy fellow con- 
signed the corpse to its parent earth. He was 
then hoisted into the town, and the hostile 
firing re-commenced. 

A few days afterwards, Sir Sidney, having 
been informed of the circumstances, ordered 
Dan to be called into the cabin. « Well, Dan, 
I hear you have buried the French General” 
—“ Yes, your honour’’—* Had you any body 
with you ?’——«“ Yes, your honour’—« Why, 
Mr. Spilsbury said you had not.’’°_.« But I had 
your honour.”—« Ah, who had you ?”—* God 
Almighty, Sir.”’—« A very good assistant, in- 
deed! Give old Dan a glass of grog.” 
“ Thank your honour.”—Dan drank his grog 
and left the cabin highly gratified. He is now 
a pensionee in the Royal Hospital at Green- 
wich.”’ 


POETRY. 


SELECTED, 


TO AN INFANT. 


Laven, sweetest wanton, guiltless sprite ' 
Laugh—roll again those orbs of blue ; 
And wave thy hand in mute delight, 
For, babe, to thee the world is new. 
Smile thou, that never frown hast prov'd ; 
From all but bosoms kind, temoy'd ; 
Smile thou on all, uweeting why, 
Too soon thou shalt lave learn’d ¢9 sigh. 


What monarchs rule supreme ag rhine, 
Fair infant, crown’d of love alone ; 
A mother’s heart, thy realm divine, 
A mother’s arms, thy blissful throne |! 
Thy unform’d sounds, thy wordless tones. 
The mother all enraptur’d owns - 
And oft, while falls tue tender tear 
Breathes back to thy delighted ex, 


If pain invade that infant breag: 

And full the tide of sorrow flows. 

Lo! fondly to fer bosom presi, 

Thy eyes like dew-bent lilies close, 
Each tear-drop shall her balmy }jp 
From thy cheek’s faded roses gin ; 
Till e’en thy slumb’ring sigh be still. 
And happy dreams thy fancy ij). 


But soon thou hail’st the distant hour. 
When manhood wakes to freedom’s day 

It comes—and lo, the ruthless pow’r, 
Of all abhorr’d, whom all obey, 

Necessity her reign prepares, 

And irgn is the rule she bears, 

With snaky scourge, with ebon wand, 

Unwrought—unmov'd of mortal hand. 


Beneath her dark all-scowling glance, 

Hope may not draw the gallant bow, 
Nor Fancy weave her airy dance, 

Nor Love’s encharmed musick flow. 
There be sad adepts im her lore, 
Who breathe the natural sigh no more, 
Whose tearless eyes 16R§ vigils keep, 
And lose the privilege to weep, 
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